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self, the good of it being not in any sculpturesque
detail, but in the complex placing of its plain,
square-cut props and ties, taking some pretence
of pinnacle on them, and being really as struct-
urally useful, though by their linked circletting
instead of their weight. There was never time
in the happy afternoon to do this carefully
enough, though I got a colour-note once of the
church-spire, loved in a deeper way, (" Modern
Painters/'Vol. IV., Chap. I.,) but the belfry beat
me. After all, the chief charm of it was in be-
ing seen from my bedroom at Desseins, and put-
ting me to sleep and waking me with its chimes.
Calais is properly a Flemish, not French town
(of course the present town is all, except belfry
and church, built in the seventeenth century, no
vestige remaining of Plantagenet Calais) ; it has
no wooden houses, which mark the essential
French civic style, but only brick or chalk ones,
with, originally, most of them, good indented
Flemish stone gables and tiled roofs. True
French roofs are never tiled, but slated, and
have no indented gables, but bold dormer win-
dows rising over the front, never, in any pretty
street groups of them, without very definite ex-
pression of pride. Poor little Calais had indeed
nothing to be proud of, but it had a quaint look
of contentment with itself on those easy terms;
some dignity in its strong ramparts and draw-ottom of the sail; the
